The T^lack Sultanas

where lies the negro promise for the whole of their dark conti-
nent, may have its sculptors, its poets and musicians, when, once
more, their unfamiliar beauty may enchant a world. But, here, it
moves before our eyes. It must be confined, interior, deeply
claustral, like a sight of the nuns in their clausura.

What beauty in a smooth black wrist holding but a cup of
water! The long thin fingers, the delicate jointing of the arm and
hand, though the palm of the hand is ever simian, it is true. The
whites of the eyes, too, are like the blackamoor's of pantomime,
as if the face had been blacked and would rub off with a sponge.
There are negresses like that, and with the clumsy movements of
that stage convention, mere slaves of the plantation, but this is
of the black men who are aristocrats or kings. Such negresses are
always tall and thin. Their ancestry is of the shepherd or the
warrior. They have small heads and long thin necks. Their backs
are straight, and their figures, not of the Praxitelean canon, but
in a mould and proportion that belong to another world, another
hue of nudity, not the Pentelic or the Parian marble with their
lights of snow or honey. Like a column of smoke, and the nymph
or goddess moving in that pillar, is the discovery of their bodies,
for it is a different creation. It is thin and clear as smoke, and its
line is of a smoke stem, with straight edges curving and bending
in the shadeless evening. Their hair need not be the lamb's back
with its short, close curls. It can be combed into tight ridges, or
plaited like Pharaoh's wife. It can be formal like a dancer's wig,
when they wear blonde wigs, but this is dark as a raven's wing
and glossy as jet. The chocolate or eggshell smoothness of their
cheeks descends, with no difference, into their necks and shoul-
ders. Their greatest beauty is in their backs, which are valleyed or
channelled by the backbone between the twin shoulder blades,
that could in their movements be a pair of flightless wings, down
to the thinness of their maiden waists, then swelling, below that,
like the statue of Venus Callipyge. One negress can wear a net or
snood of silver on her hair. Another, with feather headdress, can
be the Indian slave, or attendant, in a tapestry. There can be coral
necklaces and, at wrists and shoulders, ambergris from coasts
where the whale spouts and where he casts ashore, in dead and
empty Mauretania. A negress holds a golden orange in her hand.
Others, with bouquets or wands of jasmine at their ears, or held
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